EDITOR'S NOTE
IN bringing before the public the Prison Letters of
Constance Markievicz, the Editor is sadly aware that
only one-half of what would surely have been a lovely
whole is being presented.
It had been hoped that in addition to Constance's
letters, those written to her in reply by her sister,
the poet, Eva Gore-Booth, would have been included,
so that always the poet's words and the ' rebel's'
might as ' strophe and antistrophe echoing go.'
Valuing these letters above everything, Constance
carried them about her person in prison, wrapped in
what is there by courtesy called a handkerchief but
what we should call a duster. She was afraid that
they might be taken away when she was out of her
cell. She kept them carefully until she went into
hospital for the operation in 1927. The day before
she died she told me she wanted me to have Eva's
letters at once, but alas ! before I could get possession
of what she valued so highly and what comprised
some of Eva's most channing writing, the collection
of letters was, by a tragic error, destroyed.
Eva, being a writer of exquisite prose, looked upon
the allowed space of one sheet of paper as the limits
within which to create a little work of art, supplying
her sister's need of beauty and joy and laughter.
These gems, which Constance loved so much, can
never now be read by anyone.
So I reproduce Constance's letters, Eva's poems
to her in prison, her account of a visit to Dublin after
Easter Week to see Constance, her short account of
the Rebellion and of Roger Casement's death, also a
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